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A  D E F E N S E  O F  B Y R O N .
A . B ., ’08.
The pretty fable of the fairies visiting the cradle of a baby and bestowing 
their gifts upon the child, might with little change be applied to Lord Byron.
All the fairies save one had been bidden to his cradle and profusely lav­
ished their gifts. One gave nobility, another genius, another beauty, and so on. 
But the malignant uninvited elf came last, and unable to undo what her sister 
fairies had done for their favorite, mixed a curse with every blessing. In the 
rank, the character, in the very person of Lord Byron there was a strange mien 
of the opposite extremes. H e was born to everything that men envy and 
admire; but there was mixed in every one of his advantages, something of misery 
and misfortune. He was the son of a noble house, ancient indeed, and hon­
ored, but degraded and impoverished by a series of unspeakable crimes and 
follies. Byron’s heritage from such an ancestry, steeped in the very deepest of 
degradation and debauchery, could be nothing else than a weak, perverse char­
acter and a seared and hardened conscience. The young peer had great intel­
lectual power, but there was an unsound part of his mind. H e had a generous 
and sympathetic heart; but his temper was irritable and wayward. Dis­
tinguished at once by the strength and weakness of his intellect, affection, yet 
perverse, “A  poor lord, but a handsome cripple,” he required the advantage of 
a firm and judicious training. Yet he was subjected to treatment which would 
have ruined a much stronger character.
He was alternately praised and condemned, treated with fondness and 
again with cruelty, but never with justice. He was indulged without restraint, 
punished without judgment.
He was the spoiled child of his parents, the spoiled child of nature, the 
favorite of fortune, the petted darling of society, the chosen one of fame.
Exalted suddenly to the very pinnacle of fame, given everything that
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would stimulate the senses, feted, honored, admired, surrounded by adulation 
and applause, can it be wondered that, with his temperament, young, intense, 
incapable of restraint, untaught and unadvised, he plunged into the worst of 
excesses ?
Where society should have condemned, she condoned. Everything was 
forgiven to youth, rank and genius. Then ever fickle, changeable fortune turned 
upon her favorite. Where she had honored, she scorned. The central figure 
of a brilliant circle distinguished for its beauty and its intellects, became an out­
cast from society, shunned by the upper and scorned by the lower classes.
Byron was not the man to meekly submit to such treatment. All his 
latent bitterness, his pride of race came to the surface. He revenged himself 
and sought consolation for his own wounded feelings, by exposing the vanity, 
and emptiness which lay under the society which had disowned him.
This bitterness and hate he hurled at his enemy through his poetry. 
Whether it is egotism or not it must be recognized that Byron and his poetry 
are one. His work is intensely subjective. He wrote himself, his experience, 
his feelings as well as his thoughts into his work. Every sentiment reveals the 
man. There is no doubt of his position on any subject. He never sought to 
soften or conceal his vices. Perhaps if he had presented a polished exterior to 
the world; had flattered where he defied, he might have regained his lost posi­
tion. But he would not have it on such conditions.
Instead, he became a pathetic figure of loneliness, wandering over the face 
of the earth, homeless, desolate, often disconsolate, morbid, indeed, and grow­
ing bitterer in his denunciations, pouring out in intense poetry, every turn of 
thought, every change of mood.
He knew that his was constantly an attitude of antagonism toward the 
world, and he longed for a rest. He would gladly have welcomed a calmer 
existence, but the forces of his own nature were too strong.
“ I want no paradise but rest.
Strange that where all is peace beside
There passion riots in her pride.”
No better description of Byron can be given than his own epigram, 
“ Half dust; half diety.” He had many faults, but they were as much the 
world’s making as his own. He plunged into excesses which can neither be 
overlooked or condoned. He was an egotist, vain, self-conscious, petty, pas­
sionate and weak.
But he battled against great odds. Fame and honor came to him when 
he was not strong enough to bear them. He became satiated with the offering 
of an admiring but fickle multitude, till he looked upon it with loathing.
Fighting against hereditary faults untrained, uncontrolled, caring nothing 
for law and order; there seemed to be no force to keep his from being a 
wrecked life.
Under the right conditions, put in a different environment, untrammeled 
by a dissolute ancestry, taught and trained, there would have been no limit to
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his power. His strong personality, his brilliant intellect, his rare genius would 
have placed him on the very pinnacle of fame and honor.
“ This should have been a noble creature.
H e hath all the energy which would have made 
A  goodly frame of glorious element,
H ad they been wisely mingled.
As it is, it is an awful choas, light and darkness;
And mind and dust; and passion and pure thoughts,
Mixed and contending without end or order,
All dormant or destructive.**
“ IF.**
If I were a raindrop
In the clouds far away,
I’d bring down my playmates 
To earth some hot day.
If I were a hot wind,
Away I’d go forth,
To the cold and the snow, 
And ice in the North.
If I were a cold wind,
To the desert I’d fly—
And city, to cool them,
Where from heat they die.
But I’m only a child 
I know not my part.
Still whatever it is,
I’ll do with glad heart.
“ SIR JO H N  A N D  T H E  N E W  Y E A R .’’
Sir John whistled a merry lay as he combed back his thick white hair and 
adjusted his domino. “ New Year’s eve,’’ he murmured, “ and John Dwight 
at the age of sixty-eight attiring himself for a masquerade.’’ The merry old 
eyes which twinkled behind the domino in his glass gave him back smile for 
smile and Sir John resumed his song as he reached for the scythe and hour-glass 
to complete his costume.
It was a great happiness which had come to him through a great love in
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the twilight of his life, and for several months Sir John had been as joyous as a 
boy. Less than a year ago Maid Ethel had promised to be his wife. “ My 
little girl-wife,” Sir John said softly, as he gathered up his white robes and 
smiled at the Father Time reflected in the glass. Then the merry smile turned 
to a wistful one, as he gazed at the reflection and contrasted it with Maid 
Ethel’s youth. Once he had overheard some courtiers discussing this very 
thing.
“She is dazzled by the splendor of the position which Sir John offers her,” 
they said. “ No wonder, either,” they continued, for well they knew the 
history of Maid Ethel’s family, the lost fortunes, and the disgrace which had 
killed her father. It was only recently that the affair had been cleared up to 
her family credit, and through it all no one had been very kind to Maid Ethel 
but Sir John. He showed her the same deference which he paid their queen. 
Small wonder then if the little maid was dazzled. And the courtiers, knowing 
human nature in their cynical hearts as benevolent old Sir John never could, 
shook their heads knowingly.
Tonight the thought of these things deepened the wistful look in his eyes, 
and caused his steps to heighten the effect of his impersonation, as he took his 
way through the long dark corridors of the castle.
Later the lights of Her Majesty’s ballroom, the perfume of flowers mingled 
with the music, and the stately measures of the minuet with Maid Ethel by his 
side, brought back the merry light to his eyes, and the old joy to his heart. 
But Father Time was busy; the evening wore on and Sir John found himself 
worn out at last, and forced to rest in a quiet little alcove while the dance went 
on. Peering about in the half twilight of the recess, he noticed a youth beside 
him, masked, and in the garb of a ballad singer of the South. Sir John began 
a conversation with him, for he felt a kindly interest in all young things about 
the court. Long they talked together, each forming a mutual respect and 
admiration for the other. Sir John was delighted with the stranger’s wit, and 
his views on life, love and religion. He vowed to himself that this was a lov­
able youth indeed, with a mind broadly matured, considering his years.
“ This is my native city,” he told Sir John, “but I have traveled much, 
and having but recently returned know few people well about the court.”
However, his family, if not himself, was well known here, for he came 
of a long and illustrious line, as Sir John well knew when he had learned the 
stranger’s name. So he delighted the lad with tales of his father’s youthful 
days, and deeds of prowess accomplished by his ancestors. The lad listened 
with rapt attention and when Sir John had finished, was amazed to find him­
self telling this sympathetic old man all his own ambitions, and finally, most 
wonderful of all, the tale of his new found love. He had known her scarce a 
month, he told Sir John, but he loved the maid when first he saw her. He 
had sought her on all occasions, and with each sight his love had grown. But 
only tonight she had confessed her love for him, and told him he must go away 
forever, for she was betrothed to another man. It was in vain that he had 
reasoned with the maid. If she did not love this other man why should she
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marry him? He was old, very old, she told him, and had been father, mother, 
everything to her. H e had been their friend through her father’s disgrace, and 
through his efforts the affair had been cleared up and their good name but 
recently restored. She owed him everything, this grand old man. Bitterly 
she cried, said the youth, on his shoulder, but she was firm in her resolve never 
to desert Sir John.
A  vague feeling of dread had filled Sir John while the youth told his story, 
and the old wistful look came back to his eyes. A t the mention of his name 
the old man started violently, but steadying his voice, “ Show me the maid,’* 
he said. The boy had removed his mask, and now, with a world of love and 
pride in his strong young face, singled out from the dancers, Maid Ethel.
Then all the light and the music and the joy passed out of Sir John’s 
life, and a cold, tight hold was laid on his throat. For many minutes there 
was silence in the dim alcove while Sir John passed the events of his life in 
review, and lingered long over this joyous last year. Then in the voice of an 
aged man he spoke, and his hand trembled when it lay on the youth’s arm.
“ This night is the Maid Ethel set free from her betrothal to Sir John. 
Tell her to forgive and soon forget an old man’s folly. Love her, boy, as I 
have loved her,’’ the old man choked, “ and— G od’s blessing on you both.’’
The lad was too stunned for words. W hen he arose at last from his 
maze, Sir John had disappeared in the crowd and sweet Maid Ethel was by his 
side. And the joy of her touch, and the light of her eyes, made him soon 
forget the old man’s haggard look. H e remembered only the words which 
gave to him Maid Ethel— for such is the way with youth.
Sir John sat before his dressing table with the hour-glass in his hands. 
The joyous dream was over, and the old year nearly dead. And lo, as he 
looked in his mirror, the bells began to ring the New Year in. The hour-glass 
fell to the floor with a sharp sound, and Sir John’s servant entered the room. 
The fire was a heap of ashes on the hearth, and the candles had burned low. 
Sir John sat before the glass in his costume of Father Time, and the wistful 
smile lingered on his lifeless face. He had met Father Time in reality, smiled 
into his eyes, and given the New Year to Maid Ethel and the youth.
— M.B.,-’09.
“ T H E  O LD  A N D  T H E  N E W .’’
One chapter more of the story is done,
The page is blotted, ready to turn;
Ashes are all that is left of the fire;
The candles sputter and cease to burn.
The night-wind raises its sorrowful wail,
A  grey gloom covers the starlit skies;
The world is tired with the weary struggle,
A  bell tolls out and the Old Year dies.
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A  chapter new is ready for writing,
The page is turned— And the page is white; 
The fire starts up from its bed of ashes,
New candles burn with a steady light.
The night-wind murmurs a hopeful story,
The gloom has fled on the wings of morn;
The world is glad with a youthful gladness,
The bells peal joy— and the New Year’s born.
A  STORY.
A  story do you ask me,
Not of love and not of war?
Here’s something strange, I warrant 
You have never heard before.
A  long, long time ago there lived in this valley a strange people. Nor 
was this then a valley as it is now. It was a strange land, too. A t least 
both people and land would seem strange to you now, who never have experi­
enced anything different or imagined that things might have been different—  
in those times of long ago.
The men were indeed handsome, large and strong, manliness showing in 
every feature and attitude; the women were indeed lovely, gentleness, kindliness 
and genuine womanliness dominating every thought and revealing themselves in 
an unusual outward charm. Very white was their skin, very pink were their 
cheeks, and very, very dark was their hair, which showed a decided blue tint 
when in the sun. For these characteristics they were called the race of the 
Red, White and Blue.
But stranger yet than their blue hair, was their mode of living and atti­
tude toward each other. Unkindness was unknown to them. The stinging, 
wounding word— intended or unintentional— never escaped their lips. Chil­
dren obeyed and reverenced their parents; and parents understood their 
children.
Such you think must have been happiness in itself, but a most beautiful 
land to live in enhanced it. It was always summer. The sun rose in the 
morning to greet a simple, happy people without care or worry. No mountains 
were here then; it seemed like a.vast park, covered with beautiful flowers and 
trees and in the midst ran a clear crystal sparkling stream. The rain came 
down in abundance to refresh the land to produce sweet and luscious fruits. 
One flower of marvelous beauty grew in abundance. A  slender, green stalk 
about three inches high; at the top a cluster of five beautiful green velvety 
leaves; these opened revealing a little pink waxen flower, perfect in form and 
color. Such was the Bitter Root of old.
And so in this beautiful country these contented people lived for many
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years, worshipping the sun who gave them so much beauty and happiness and 
acquiring in the worship of him a warm love for all mankind.
But one day a little baby boy was born. From the very first he was 
unlike all natural babies. H e walked too soon, cut his teeth too late, and was 
completely bald for a year when, to the astonishment of all, his hair came in 
very rapidly. It was curly and was of a very peculiar shade— at least to 
them. It was not a beautiful golden nor an auburn, but unmistakably a brick, 
brick red. From the first he was fretful; at times after he learned to talk—  
which was very soon— he would pace up and down, waving his arms, 
stamping his feet and uttering strange inarticulate ejaculations when anything 
went wrong. Surely he was different from his people. H e took delight in 
mischief making; he delighted in tearing apart the beautiful leaves of the Bit­
ter Root and eating the stalk and roots.
As this lad grew to young manhood, his family became used to his ways 
and unconsciously fell into some of them also. And as they mingled with 
other people, they changed them too, until the race was no longer as it had 
been. But the land remained the same! The sun shone upon them as 
beneficently as ever.
One day, however, this young man in a fit of anger and jealousy killed 
his rival lover. That was indeed a wicked act, and all nature made it manifest. 
A  terrible rumble began, faint, away off in the distance, which increased in 
volume as it came nearer and nearer, until the earth shook as though some 
mighty hand had seized it, and like a snowball, had dashed it against a huge 
body. It grew dark and a heavy snow began to fall and a mighty wind tore 
up everything in its path. The earth opened up, swallowing many people 
and rose up in many places to alarming heights.
Lakaki— for this was the youth’s name— was hurled by the wind to one 
of these heights and there he froze stiff. The rest of the people disappeared. 
Extreme cold remained for a long time in the valley, but finally things changed 
as we have them now.
So now we have these mountains— made beautiful by the touch of nature 
— pointing ever upward; and sheltered by them in summer, with delightful 
weather and refreshing rains, a very beautiful valley; we have winter with the 
cold, the snow and the blizzards; we have a beautiful Bitter Root without the 
harmful leaves; we have a muddy river instead of a sparkling stream; we have 
a mitten imaged upon the mountain side to remind us of the cold of long ago; 
and we have Lakoki as a Sentinel, looking o’er the valley, watching with 
anxious heart the growth at the foot of the mountain of an institution which 
inspires young men and young women to nobler, richer living; Lakaki, watching 
a new race of the Red, White and Blue striving ever to attain to the perfec­
tions of the old.
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SH A K E SPE A R E ’S W OM EN.
NELL, B U L L A R D .
II.— Women of Emotion.
1. Juliet, (Romeo and Juliet). Of all the heroines that Shakespeare 
has given us, Juliet is the most purely and simply emotional. Her entire char­
acter depends upon her love—
“— love sprung from her only hate!
Too early seen unknown, and known too late.”
She, the simple child of whom her father could confidently say:
“ I think she will be ruled
In all respects by me; nay, more I doubt it not,”
became, under the powerful sway of all-absorbing devotion, the woman ready 
to scheme and plan and to say,
“ If all else fail, myself have power to die.”
She is one from the passionate south of whom Charles says: “Juliet,
too, is wholly Italian; with small gift of forethought and absolutely ingenious in 
her abandon, she is at once passionate and pure.”
Juliet is a perfect bud which needs but the powerful light of love to make 
her blossom into the perfect rose of womanhood. W e see her first as the 
simple child with her old nurse, but in the tomb we see a woman self-support­
ing, confident and resourceful with the powerful strength so often given to the 
weak. This love that awakened her from her sleeping girlhood became her all. 
Some one has said fittingly, “All Shakespeare’s women, being essentially women, 
either love or have loved, or are capable of loving; but Juliet is love itself.” 
Her love kindles in her soul successively enthusiasm, passion, and finally heroism. 
She is highly attuned to the power of her love and responds to each vibration 
of its atmosphere with all the emotional vigor of her soul. Of Juliet’s love 
Mrs. Jameson says, in part, “Love considered under its poetical aspect is the 
union of passion and imagination; and accordingly to one of these or both, all 
the qualities of Juliet’s mind and heart may be finally traced: the former con­
centrating all those natural impulse, fervent affections, and high energies, which 
lend the character its internal charm, its moral power and its individual interest; 
the latter diverging into all those splendid and luxuriant accompaniments which 
invest it with its external glow, its beauty, its vigor, its freshness and its truth.” 
In short, Juliet is one of the generally conceded favorites of all of Shake­
speare’s women. All feel for her a deep and lasting sympathy and affection 
from her earlier romps with her nurse until the time when—
“ Death lies on her like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.”
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2. Desdemona,( Othello). In Desdemona we find a very different 
type of the emotional character. She, too, is absorbed in her love for one not 
countenanced by her family. Shakespeare has shown us this gentle Desde­
mona, busied about her household duties, pausing ever and anon to listen to the 
tales of the noble Moor and, to quote Othello,
“ She loved me for the dangers I had pass’d, 
And I loved her that she did pity them.”
In all things is she true to her love and obedient. She suspects no one 
and in her own perfect kindness, goodness and happiness she accredits all others 
with like blessings. Her purity and perfection almost apall the wily Iago, but 
his own hopeless character is shown only the plainer by his resolve
“ And out of her goodness make the net 
That shall enmesh them all.’’
The simplicity of her love is its marked characteristic. She loves once 
and for all time in spite of everything— for in her trouble she says:
“ — My love doth so approve him,
That even his stubbornness, his checks, his frowns, 
— , have grace and favor in them.’’
Mrs. Jameson says: “ Desdemona displays at times a transient energy
arising from the power of affection, but gentleness gives the prevailing tone to 
the character— gentleness in its excess— gentleness verging on passiveness— gen­
tleness, which not only cannot resent— but cannot resist.’’ She is swayed 
entirely by her absorbing, trusting love, and any manifestation of intellectual 
power would have detracted from the purity and impressibility of her character. 
It is her “perfect candour’’ in her devotion that enhances the “ ethereal refine­
ment and delicacy’’ that are so distinctly her own. To quote again, “ She is 
a victim consecrated from the first— an offering without a blemish; alone 
worthy of grand final sacrifice; all harmony, all grace, all purity, all tender­
ness, all truth.’’
3. Constance, (King John). Constance, too, even as Juliet, was 
swayed and ruled by a strong love— the love of the mother for the son. Con­
stance and Juliet are possessed of the same imagination and the same resource­
fulness in their grief.' Of the two Mrs. Jameson says: “ The love of Juliet is
deep and infinite as the boundless sea; the grief of Constance is so great that 
nothing but the round world itself is able to sustain it.’’ Her dignity is present 
in her sorrow in the same speech when she says:
“ To me and to the state of my grief 
Let kings assemble; for my grief’s so great 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up.“
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Juliet and Constance alike welcome death in their grief and sorrow; alike are 
they distinguished by “ the predominance of the same faculties— passion and 
imagination”— their emotions rule them in all things.
When confronted by those whom she believes to have wronged her son, 
Constance almost loses control of herself and raves, while declaring,
“ I am not mad; this hair I tear is mine;
I am not mad; I would to heaven I were!”
But as she talks with the Cardinal her passion subsides into tenderness and she 
reailzes that she can do nothing for the imprisoned Arthur, but she rather looks 
forward to the life to come where she can be with him again, and closes with 
these gentle words, straight from the wounded heart overflowing with maternal 
affection,
“ Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me, 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts.
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form; 
Then, have I reason to be fond of grief?”
Hudson has criticised the character of Constance in that he believes that, 
“ the general effect of her sorrow,” to use his own words, “ is marred by too 
great an infusion of anger.” This anger seems ever to characterize the sorrow 
of a mother over the wrongs done a child. It is the inherent protective ten­
dency that forces her to fight and protect her offspring. It but strengthens her 
maternal love and makes us confident that she is far more than the “ambitious 
Constance,” that Queen Elinor would lead us to think.
Hazlitt has summed up well the character of Constance in this wise: 
“ The excess of maternal tenderness rendered desperate by the fickleness of 
friends and the injustice of fortune, and made stronger in will, in proportion to 
the want of all other power, was never more finely expressed than in Con­
stance/*
4. Ophelia, (Hamlet). Of all of Shakespeare’s women none is to be 
more pitied and loved than the gentle Ophelia. She is a victim of circum­
stance— pulled here by the love she bears her father and brother, and there by 
the love she unconsciously feels for Hamlet, what wonder that she became
“Divided from herself and her fair judgment.”
Brandes says of her: “She is a soft, yielding creature, with no power
of resistance, a loving soul, but without the passion which gives strength.” She 
has been shielded all her life by her father and brother and when finally pre­
sented at court, it is but natural that she should fall in love with Hamlet. 
Unlike Juliet, she does not revel in secret over her love but tells her father and 
brother each little word and attention Hamlet has paid to her. When warned
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by her father, lest she give herself too easily where she might be spurned, she 
upholds her belief in Hamlet thus:
"M y lord, he hath importuned me with love 
In honorable fashion 
And given countenance to his speech 
W ith all the holy vows of heaven."
But before the words of her father, who denounces Hamlet and charges 
her not to believe him or even speak to him more, unlike Juliet, she gives way 
and meekly answers,
"I shall obey, my lord."
This pronounced obedience to her father is one of her marked characteristics. 
When left without her father to guide her every movement she was powerless.
"Opheila," to quote Hazlitt, "is a character almost too exquistely touch­
ing to be dwelt upon. ‘Oh rose of May, oh flower too soon faded!* Her 
love, her madness, her death, are described with the truest touches of tender­
ness and pathos. It is a character which nobody but Shakespeare could have 
drawn in the way that he has done, and to the conception of which there is 
not even the smallest approach, except in some old romantic ballads.**
Everywhere the deepest sympathy is felt for her because of her sensitive­
ness and her pure innocence. The character of her madness is strangely con­
sistent with her character— the incessant babble, where before she had been 
silent, shows more plainly the simple susceptibility of her nature. W hat pic­
ture can be more fitting than that of the death of this simple maid, a prey to 
her own gentle emotions and the plots of the world,
"There is a willow grows aslant a brook,
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream; 
There with fantastic garlands did she come 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples 
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name,
But our cold maids do dead men’s fingers call them 
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke;
W hen down her weedy trophies and herself 
Fell in the weeping brook.**
5. Miranda, (T he Tempest). Very like in simplicity, innocence and 
obedience are Ophelia and Miranda. In comparing them Mrs. Jameson says: 
"Shakespeare has portrayed two beings, in whom all intellectual and moral 
energy is in a manner latent, if existing; in whom love is an unconscious impulse, 
and imagination lends the external charm and hue, not the internal power; in 
whom the feminine character appears resolved into its very elementary principles 
— as modesty, grace and tenderness.**
Miranda is indeed a product of the fairy island on which she passed
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from childhood to womanhood. She knows nothing of the world and can but 
faintly remember a time when she had “ four or five women” to wait upon her. 
When she is acquainted with the fact concerning the reason for their presence 
here, on this enchanted isle, she hardly knows whether to blame this unknown 
world or consider their exile but a blessing. It is but natural that she should 
shrink from such a world.
Surrounded as she was by nature and her charms, with only her father 
and the monster Caliban for company, on first seeing Ferdinand the words 
quite naturally sprang to her lips:
“ I might call him 
A  thing divine, for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble.”
Although her heart beats with a great love for Ferdinand almost at sight of 
him, she does not disregard her father; only hopes that ‘pity will move him to 
be inclined her way.’ When Prospero imposes heavy tasks upon Ferdinand 
she cannot understand and would fain perform the task for him. When her 
father is safe at work she urges her lover to rest if but for a little while. Her 
love leads her to champion his cause, but in such an innocent, guileless way 
that it savors not at all of disloyalty to her father. She acknowledges Ferdi­
nand’s love, accepts it and returns it with the true maiden grace and simplicity 
in dealing with the first affections. In the full glamour of her love and her 
perfect happiness, she forgets her sad suspicions of the world, which she and 
her father had been forced to leave, and on seeing the rest of the ship’s passen­
gers exclaims, with true childish delight and a woman’s keen appreciation of 
the noble and good,
“ I wonder!
How many goodly creatures are there here!
How beauteous mankind is! O, brave new world,
That has such people in ’t.”
Unlike Ophelia, Miranda is led from her protected, secluded life under 
the loving care of her husband into a broader life, where still protected, she 
would develop into a grand, noble, trusting and affectionate woman of whom 
her father could still say with pride:
“ For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise 
And make it halt behind her.”
6. Virgilia, (Coriolanus). Virgilia, the wife of Coriolanus, is pictured 
in sharp contrast to the character of Volumnia, the mother of the conqueror. 
By this contrast both characters are brought out more plainly and especially 
the ambition of Volumnia which we have already treated elsewhere.
Virgilia is the gentle, loving wife. Her love for her husband is the very 
foundation of her life. His conquests mean nothing to her, but his safety is
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everything. When urged to go with her friend to visit a sick acquaintance 
she answers:
“ Indeed, no, by your patience; I’ll not over 
this threshold till my lord returns from 
the wars.”
When at last he does return in the glory of a great victory she but weeps for 
joy that he is safe home once more. She is the wife of the home, not of the 
world. ^X^ords do not spring to her lips when she greets her husband amid 
the throng of admirers; she is, indeed, to use the words of Coriolanus* greet­
ing to her—
“ My gracious silence, hail!”
Brooke says of her: “Virgilia is as quiet as a forest lake.” How well
the figure suits her. In the seclusion of the home she would, in the depths 
of her perfect love, reflect the love of her family, sympathize with their trials and 
soothe their sorrows with gentle words, even as the mountain lake mirrors each 
tree and cloud in its glassy surface, and beats its waves in harmony to each 
breeze or tempest that may sweep its secluded home.
7. Hermia and Helena, (A  Mid-Summer Night’s Dream). Hermia
and Helena are both the victims of a deep love, but in the construing of the 
plans of the Fates by the Fairies they are forced to suffer for a time. They 
resemble each other both in the intensity and fidelity of their love for Lysander 
and Demetrius, respectively. They have no other motive than the satisfying 
of this love— they are ruled entirely by this powerful emotion. Speaking of 
them, Hudson says: “ Perhaps the two ladies are slightly discriminated as
individuals, in that Hermia, besides her brevity of person, is the more tart in 
temper, and the more pert and shrewish of speech; while Helena is of a rather 
milder and softer disposition, with less of confidence in herself.”
8. Olivia, (Twelfth Night). In Olivia ^ve have the counterpart of 
the shepherdess, Phoebe, in “As You Like It.” Both fall deeply in love with 
a girl in disguise, both make known their love with charming frankness and 
both are sadly non-plussed by their failure. Though widely separated in life 
they bear to each other a great and marked resemblance. Olivia of the two 
was most fortunate in that she found the image of her ideal in Viola’s twin 
brother.
Olivia is true, where her affections have been placed, and, of her grief 
over the death of her brother, the Duke, her rejected suitor, says:
“ O, she that hath a heart of that fine frame 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother,
How will she love, when the rich golden shaft 
Hath kill’d the flock of all affections else 
That live in her.”
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She is possessed of a charming frankness in the declaration of her love 
for the supposed Cesario, Viola in disguise,
“Cesario, by the roses of the spring,
By maidenhood, honour, truth and everything 
I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride,
Nor wit nor reason can my passion hide.”
Thus have we grouped together all those heroines of Shakespeare’s plays 
whose lives and actions were governed preeminently by those emotions common 
to woman, and especially love. With Juliet, the favorite example, of all times, 
of the power of a maiden’s love, standing at the head they make an array of 
characters towards which the world will always feel both pity and sympathy 
and in some instances a keen admiration for the singleness of purpose of that 
predominating force in their lives.
(To be continued.)
T H E  FLUNKED ONES.
Methinks I feel a poignant pain 
As if my brain were frosted,
And a feeling as of emptiness,
Well, I’m just clean exhausted.
What is this feeling of distress,
This awful melancholy?
W ho’s wit and wisdom will disclose 
Why we must pay for folly?
If I were master of the wheel 
On life’s tumultuous ocean,
I’d never let one mortal feel 
This tumult of emotion.
I’d sooner let them pass away 
To some sublimer clime,
Than let the jolly and the gay 
Feel like selling for a dime. *
*Thus must it be,” the wise ones say, 
But pleasure follows pain,
So there will be a change, my friends, 
And we shall laugh again.
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And what if there should be no change? 
It matters not to us,
For when a hundred years have passed, 
W e all shall be but dust.
— E. E ., ’09.
T H E  N E W  Y E A R  B O R E.
In all forms of literature of all times there are plenty of articles concerning 
those things grouped in the great and enlarged class as “ bores,” and among 
these the most startlingly prominent are often those written on the subject of 
bores themselves. Now bores we know are disagreeable.
Well, new year resolutions may be all right, and we admit they are well- 
meant, but they are spoiling us all. Since we are parts of the great human 
race we are too precious to be spoiled, and we should begin search at once for 
“ freedom and liberty forever” from this “pest of a resolution,” already so 
long held to that it has almost universally obliterated the happiness of the first 
new year’s day, just after that day with its calls and pleasantries has passed.
To the person who resolves, just one more place is added in his character 
for a harmful flaw. H e invariably falls down in his resolution. To the per­
son who thinks he ought to resolve but somehow— as usual— doesn’t, just one 
more rim is added to the circumference which bounds his many weaknesses, for 
he diminishes again his store of self-confidence and steps down and a little 
toward the rear. T o the rest of us, no matter what we do, say or think, who 
are connected in ever so slight a manner with our fellow creatures there is just 
as much harm wrought, for we are bored, bored, bored, with talks of “ what 
I am going to do,” or “what I was going to do but didn’t,” until we become 
bores ourselves listening, and repair at length to the resorts of those who care 
not for the feelings of others because they are bores or are bored. And long 
ago was it decided that bores should be severely dealt with. Away with the 
new year resolution!
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To the histories of our endownments, our buildings, our courses, let those go 
who need cold facts to cheer their view of our present state of development and
. prosperity. To the conventions of State Univer- 
THE PROGRESS OF shy Presidents and the catalogues in which are
OUR UNIVERSITY. ranked the institutions of higher learning, let those
go who are but satisfied with well-known refer­
ences and systematic records of what is and will be. But to those who are 
truly interested and for those who have an earnest wish for the welfare of this 
or any other university, let there be made access to a knowledge of the student 
body alone, and to them shall come the truest and deepest insight of possibili­
ties. There shall be found the actual attainments in the lines which are leading 
to the hopes of the founders and promoters, and there alone can be felt the 
worth and power, be it great or small, which in time determines the position 
and reputation of each educational institution. The University of Montana is 
the highest factor of education in a new but influential state. It bears in rela­
tion to its fellow state universities a position of which its students and faculty 
are proud. But let those students and faculty members not forget their just 
appreciation of what that pride means. Let them not forget that their Univer­
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sity is still young and therefore necessitates energy and action to hold its place 
which no other demands. Let them realize that the good beginnings can have 
effect only when carried on to ends, and let the students invite, entertain and 
hold the spirit of earnestness which has been suggested by our President and 
Faculty and which can tell most to those whom we desire to have judge us, 
from the phases of college life, intellectual and social, which we as students 
present.
Just now at the close of the semester the question presents itself, “ Is it a disgrace 
to flunk?” Surely, it would appear that this was true when one sees a con­
scientious freshman, who, because of illness has missed recitations and gotten 
behind in her work, weeping copiously because her name has appeared on the 
delinquent list, and because she fears to have her father see upon her card a 
D or even an I* Yet you would not think it a very serious matter if you would 
catch sight of someone else— whom we are sorry to say probably never experi­
ences many conscientious moments, so busy is she having a good time— laugh­
ing and joking about being delinquent in three subjects, (very likely she only 
carries three). Indeed, you would think a flunk or so— yes, three or four 
mattered not so much after all. Yet such is the world. The one who does 
the most is always ready for more— the one who does the least keeps on getting 
along with doing nothing. If one has done his or her best, surely no one con­
siders it a disgrace, but a flunk under any other consideration must be consid­
ered so, not so much probably, for what it really is in itself, but what it is an 
indication of.
According to Webster, a dig is a laborious and conscientious student. It 
might then be an honor to be termed such; yet it is not for the common inter­
pretation is one who studies to the neglect of other things. In fact popular 
opinion against a dig or maybe just natural inclination has probably influenced 
some to put too much stress on the other things. One extreme is as bad as 
the other. The man who spends all his money and makes none, usually suc­
ceeds not quite as well as the man who earns a great deal and spends thought­
fully. So with study.
Because of the unusual holiday vacation and the usual rushing at the end of a 
semester to finish the race well and on time, this edition of The Kaimin is small. 
Next month’s, however, is to be a special Charter Day number, containing more 
pages even than usual, cuts, and several new and interesting features. It will 
well make up for the fewer contents of this number. Order the number of 
extra copies you wish now, or you may not be able to get as many as you desire.
Don’t forget the $25 prize offer for University songs. Each one make an 
attempt at least.
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FO R  T H E  N EW  YEAR.
Another New Year is with us again. May it be a happy one for all 
the readers of this article. Now that it is with us, some may be glad, others 
sad. Those that are glad welcome it as another year in which they may 
work and so realize their ideals, finding themselves a little nearer the long 
sought goal. The sad ones or discouraged ones consider it another year in 
which Fate can play with them and Misfortune overtake them. But young 
people seldom belong to this last class and they are very fortunate, and we 
should all make the best of the passing years as they go by us. “ Tide and 
time wait for no man.”
With the beginning of 1908 each member of society finds a problem 
awaiting him to be solved. The woman of today has her problems and the 
man as well and even children are not omitted, for their trials, which seem small 
to us, are of paramount importance to them. So each one must solve for him­
self or herself the problem before him or her, and then another comes forth to 
take the place of the last and of such things is our daily life made.
Every student over the world has a problem, and what is the problem 
which awaits every student at the University of Montana? The greatest prob­
lem appears to be that a student’s honesty to himself and if he is honest to him­
self in every way he will be honest to everything as well as everybody around 
him. He will be honest in all his dealings and honest in his pleasure, too. 
With this honesty to self, comes the honesty that compels one to get his lessons, 
to be present when classes call and to do his best at all times. After all this tend­
ing to duty is only for the individual good of the doer; it doesn’t help the other 
fellow. A  great deal of this kind of duty is needed here. It would help 
both instructor and student, besides the institution. When a university is small 
it needs a great deal of support. It seems a pity that when a university offers 
so much for the material benefit of its students that there is not a larger attend­
ance, and a better support throughout the state. One reason why this support 
is lacking is because the graduates are not enthusiastic workers for their college. 
When they take their place in the world they seem to forget what has been 
done for them here and so they do not show any appreciation. Then, too, 
some of the students here are not hard, honest workers, and that causes the lack 
of appreciation on their part. They do not seem to realize that the Faculty 
offers them the best they have and expect the best of the student in return. 
They do not seem to recognize the fact that the Faculty are trying to run the 
University on the plan of a University. Then why not show our honesty and 
work for the school? Show that we are accountable and able and willing to 
do our little bit in the work of the institution? Let our honesty assert itself 
and then this coming year will bring us pleasure tenfold and besides a happy 
year, it will be an earnest year and a prosperous one— one that we will look 
back to with pleasure.
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C LA R K IA .
The past month has been an especially dull one for the Clarkia Literary 
society on account of the approach of the end of the semester. The society 
has been especially fortunate in the enthusiasm shown by the most of the mem­
bers in their prompt attendance and interest in the work. If the society does 
the same work in the new year as it has in the old, it surely will become the 
means of stimulating its members to original treatises on subjects in the field of 
advanced thought and will produce debates rivaling those of the Hawthorne.
Mr. Morgan’s address on debating which was delivered to the society on 
December 1 6, was thoroughly enjoyed by the members present.
Y. W . C. A .
The candy sales held by the association have been decided successes and 
will be continued during the second semester.
Miss Alice Wright and Miss Beulah Van Engelen led very interesting 
meetings, the subjects being “ Notes from the Convention.*’
W ork in all departments has been progressing rapidly and the Cabinet is 
especially grateful to the various members who have worked so faithfully in 
filling the Christmas orders for pennants.
The election of officers will be held the middle of February and members 
are requested to hand in nominations for the various offices to Miss Nellie 
Whitaker.
H A W T H O R N E .
The Hawthorne Literary society held one of the most interesting meetings 
of the year on the evening of December 14. The question for debate was very 
interesting and well handled by the debaters, showing a great deal of study 
and research.
Judge Evans, Professor Underwood, and Professor Snoddy each delivered 
an address to the society which were very interesting and witty.
The program of December 14 was as follows:
Debate— Resolved, That a system of national banking currency based 
on commercial assets is preferable to the present system based on United States 
government bonds.
Affirmative— Wm. Van Eman, Berney Kitt.
Negative— Ivan Leininger, Kanute Swanson.
Current Events— Millard Bullerdeck.
Critic’s Report— A. I. Morgan.
Addresses— Judge Evans, Professor Underwood, Professor Snoddy.
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A th le tic s
With the interruption of a two weeks’ vacation, and a season of tem­
porary calm between the close of the football season and the real opening of the 
basket ball season, varsity athletics have had a lull. The football season was 
closed on Thanksgiving day, but the real wind up of all football activity did not 
come until January 8th, when M sweaters were formally presented to the men 
composing this year’s team.
The rules of eligibility, which provide that a man must have played at 
least three full halves of regular collegiate games, allowed the following men to 
wear the M : Stoddard, Kitt, Ryan, Morgan, Berry, Lewis, Ambrose, Bishop,
Cullen, Harriman, Thomas and Murphy. Three other men, McLaren, Dav­
idson and Dinsmore, though not qualifying for the M, were presented with 
sweaters in token of their hard work and ability on the gridiron.
Of the men who received their M ’s this season, only two graduate this 
year. How many of the original team will appear in suits next fall, is, of 
course, a matter of conjecture at present, but it is hoped that each man has 
made as one of his New Year’s resolutions, the resolve to keep up the good 
work, and to bring Montana through next year, not with a winning percentage 
of 90, but of 100. The season of 1907 will long be remembered as an event­
ful one, but 1908 promises even to excel the past season in glory for the 
Copper, Silver and Gold.
BASKET BALL.
Work in basket ball, which was started at the close of the football season, 
is now at its height in preparation for the coming season. Men are turning out 
and working with a will, and with the members of last year’s team and the 
new men who are showing up excellently, the season promises to be what is 
commonly called a “hummer.”
Manager Wenger has a schedule which “ looks good” to everyone, and 
he has prospects for more games than the ones already arranged. The schedule 
as it stands now is as follows:
Jan. 31— Montana Wesleyan University at Missoula.
Feb. 7— Montana School of Mines at Missoula.
Feb. 14— Montana Agricultural College at Missoula.
Feb. 21— Montana Agricultural College at Bozeman.
Feb. 22— Montana Wesleyan University at Helena.
The work of the squad so far has been most gratifying to all, and prom­
ises to produce a team which, in speed and ability, will surpass anything ever 
turned out of the Varsity.
And now this team must be given support. It is said by some that spirit 
at the University is poor. Are we going to acknowledge that the spirit is poor 
by ceasing to take an interest in our activities? As far as we can see the spirit
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is far from poor, and if the student body will continue to hold up its end, the 
team guarantees to “ deliver the goods.” Now let the student body do its work 
and forever put an end to all this nonsense about lack of spirit.
The recent defeat of St. Louis University by Washington State College 
in football, is more of a victory than the mere score intimates. The game, 
played on a muddy field, is claimed by the Easterners to be an unfair test of 
their ability, but nevertheless, in spite of all hardships in the line of weather, 
the score stands, and to U. S. C. the credit of the victory.
This is the first time that the East has met the West in football, but it 
will certainly not be the last. Western athletics are not recognized in the East, 
and will never be until the West proves its ability by winning more games like 
the one of Christmas day. Strictly speaking, of course, St. Louis University 
does not represent the East, but this game may result in opening relations which 
will bring our Western colleges into rank with those in the East.
Tin© A h m i
Daisy Kellogg, *07, spent a very pleasant Christmas vacation at W hite­
hall, visting her sister, Mrs. William Fergus.
Deborah W agy, *06, made a short visit in Missoula during the holidays.
Susie Garlington, bookkeeper for the Stevensville Mercantile Company, 
spent Christmas in Missoula.
Dr. Percy Rennick, *00, of Victor, has gone to Chicago for an extended 
visit. H e was accompanied by Mrs. Rennick.
Many Alumni came to Missoula to attend the sessions of the State 
Teachers* Association. Those present were: Margaret Ronan, Josie Robb,
Gertrude Buckhouse, Eloise Rigby, Grace Flynn, Ona Sloane, Eloise Knowles 
and Mabel Jones.
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Wheat is improving, and the last issue was very good.
The Kaimin wishes a prosperous and happy New Year to its exchanges.
All the stories in The Holy Cross Purple are clever and enjoyable. It 
is always a good paper.
“ Christmas” and “Christmas Long Ago” are poems well worth reading. 
They appear in The Collegian.
Advertising matter in with the literary part takes away from its effective 
ness. Don’t you think this is true, Nugget?
“ Many an honorable career has resulted from a kind word spoken in 
season and the warm grasp of a friendly hand.”
Pointer, why don’t you condense your copies into one monthly edition? 
It would look much better and be more enjoyable.
The girls at the University of Oregon are going to have a dormitory. As 
they have none, the new home will be greatly appreciated.
The first copy of the Bitter Root has been received. We are always 
glad to get it and the paper is holding up its former record.
The University of Utah Chronicle’s Christmas number was the first to 
reach us. It is very clever and the Christmas sketches are good.
The University of Oregon did not get its appropriation this year. They 
are badly handicapped on account of it but are weathering the storm well.
The Kyote, the Nugget and The Mountaineer, besides The Retina, all 
deserve credit for their efforts on their Christmas numbers. These are from the 
high schools in our state.
“What is syntax?” was asked of a class under examination. “A  tax 
on whiskey,” was the reply of one of the students. The pupil was marked one 
hundred per cent.
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Like the winds of the sea are the ways of fate 
As we voyage along through life,
’Tis the set of the soul that decides the goal, 
And not the calm or the strife.
Tw o former students of the University are acting as exchange editors on 
their school papers. Miss Stella Duncan is on The Normal, which comes 
from Dillon, and Burton Smead serves on The Orderly coming from Hill Mili­
tary Academy.
The exchange department of the S. V. C. Student from St. Vincent’s 
College, is run on a new plan. They have no regular editor, but each mem­
ber of the staff helps to make the list of exchanges what it is. But it is 
very good.
Editor-in-Chief— “ I told the various editors in their instructions that they 
must write on one side of the paper only. W hat do you think that Freshman 
editor wanted to know?”
“ W hat was it?”
“ He wanted to know which side.”
Lord God of Hosts be with us yet, 
Lest we forget, lest we forget—  
After Exams.
Lord God of Hosts was with us not, 
For we forgot, for we forgot.
Now I lay me down to rest,
The night before that awful test; 
If I should die before I wake,
No more tests I’d have to take.
Courses of study called the short courses have been established at the 
Michigan State Agricultural College. These courses offer all practical work 
along farming lines and require no entrance examinations. Actual demonstra­
tions are used and each course lasts about eight weeks. They have been estab­
lished for the benefit of those who cannot go to college for four years.
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© m i th<B C a m p u s
“Some girls do their sleighing in January and some their slaying in 
June.”— Ex.
* * *
Professor Underwood’s “she” has not yet appeared; in fact he himself 
got here with a close shave.
* # *
“ Ha! I will fool the bloodhounds yet,” cried the fugitive, hoarsely, and 
slipping on a pair of rubbers, he erased his tracks.
# * #
Teachers’ work is from sun to sun,
But pupils’ work is never done.— P. M.
* & *
Professor— “ In a Chicago packing house everything of the pig is utilized 
but the squeal. That is impossible, because most of that comes from the 
outside.”
* * *
Miss Stewart entertained at a tea on December fourteenth, in Literary 
Hall. The guests spent the afternoon pleasantly and were served with delicious 
refreshments.
* # *
The Christmas tree entertainment given in the Gym on the evening of 
December eighteenth, was a big success. The programme was very cleverly 
executed.
* * *
New Student— “ Why does Prof. Plant always cut across the campus?”
Old Student— “ Because he knows that a straight line is the shortest dis­
tance between two points.”
* * *
Professor (dictating prose)— “Slave, where is my horse?”
Startled Pupil— “ It’s in my desk, sir, but I wasn’t using it.”
* * *
A  young man being asked to lead in prayer at a meeting, said in part: 
“ Dear Lord, give us pure hearts, sincere hearts and sweethearts!” “Amen,” 
responded several young men in chorus.
« « «
Professor and Mrs. Plant entertained the Senior engineers and his mathe­
matics classes at their cosy home on University avenue, on the evening of Decem­
ber fourteenth. Those present voted the Professor and his wife to be very 
charming entertainers.
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T H E  T R U T H  A B O U T  M A R Y  A N D  H E R  LAM B.
Mary had a little lamb,
W ith fleece as black as soot;
And into Mary’s cup of milk 
H e put his dirty foot.
Now, Mary, a straight forward girl,
W ho hated any sham,
Ripped out a naughty little word
That rhymed with Mary s lamb.— Ex.
T H E  LO C A L  BO X .
Pandora’s box in days of old 
W as wrapped in mystery.
Today we have another box—
Alas! Its history 
Is neither sad nor thrilling.
By man and maid alike ’tis shunned,
No visits to it made,
For in its deep capacious hold 
Our secrets bare are laid,
That to some are mighty “ killing.”
Be it a “ case,” a history “ flunk,”
Or any other “ Fate,”
Our friends, our foes, alike are told,
And laugh at fearful rate,
Despite all this ’tis cherished here,
By editors full willing.
* *
T O  T H E  “ C R A M M E R .”
On a page further on, I already have heard,
There is something said about cramming,
But before you will read it, may I say a word,
That you’ll see as The Kaimin your scanning?
There are times in our course when we’re all pretty rushed, 
And we’re sure that we’ll never get further,
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But the rain stops falling, the thunder is hushed,
And the wind always blows us on over.
Well, maybe we’re careful and maybe we’re not,
But while struggling some of us tumble;
The rest of us get there right on the spot,
And then we forget the old fumble.
Just how we did it, and then again why?
Is a matter of some great importance;
And the Faculty knows it, but can’t always spy,
Just which ones are cramming among us.
Well, sometimes I’ve had tests. (Is there one here who hasn’t?) 
And sometimes I’ve crammed for ’em too,
But as I recollect, there were times when I didn’t,
And there’s a heap sight of difference, I tell you.
If you do, you’re just bothered and worried and fussed,
And then all you’ve done is just passed.
If you don’t, the worst you can get is to be cussed,
And the worst and the best way won’t last.
So don’t cram any more, but just think all the time,
(If you study why it’s so much the better.)
Then remember what “ Psych” says about the horrid “blue” mind, 
And when a quiz comes, go off and forget her!
* * *
Artistic Picture Frames at Simons’ Art Store.
* * *
“ D O R M ” MUSIC.
To the tune of the Dorm girl’s piano 
Which continues from hour to hour,
There are thoughts that arise by the millions 
That denote things from pity to power.
There are dozens of kinds of queer people,
There are more than that kinds of queer things 
But when we connect it with music,
Oh then, comes the feeling that stings!
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Oh, no; we’d not have it banished,
W e prefer to be foolish sometimes,
Or frivolous, even, if need be,
To keep up with the fads of the times.
But we’d just have you know, to be clever,
That our playing is the new-fangled bluff.
Do we dare call it music? Oh, never!
It’s just what’s the fashion— stuff.
* # «
Say, Bill! W hat do you know about that dissolution sale at Berthon 
& Armstrong’s, and the “Walk-Over” Store? Does that include the L  sys­
tem clothes and “ Walk-Over” Shoes? Beeson— “Yes!” See page 32.
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Righting Winter Stocks
Is the Order Now-a-Days With
PRICES CUT 
TO THE QUICK
T he tim e h a s now  arrived  w h en  th is  store  th orou gh ly  r ig h ts  a ll i t s  
w in ter  stock s, ev ery  d ep artm en t co n tr ib u tin g  i+s quota  o f m erchandise*  
preparatory  to  roo m -m a k in g  for n ew  sp r in g  good s soon  to  arrive. 
T he p r ices  are  a b so lu te ly  w ith o u t parallel; th e  lo w e st  ever  nam ed  a t  
any' sp ec ia l sa le  b y  th is  store.
2nd. FLOOR LADIES READY- 
TO-WEAR APPAREL
CLUAKS, SUITS, FURS, KNIT UNDERWEAR AND ALL KINDS 
MILLINERY DESPERATELY SLASHED.
MEN’S WINTER OVERCOATS, 
SUITS and FURNISHINGS
AT PRICES THE LOWEST ON RECORD.
SHOES
THAT FIT EVERYBODY—DOUGLAS, STACEY ADAMS, QUEEN 
QUALITY, LINDNER and Many Other Notable Leathers 
A ll W h ittled  D ow n  in  P r ice  to th e  B reak in g  P o in t.
D . J. D O N O H U E  C O .
